BY GLEN DUDBRIDGE
The T'ai-shan pilgrimage Each year in the third and fourth months men and women from all parts climb in hundreds of thousands to offer sacrifice to [Pi-hsia] Yuan-chiin If you look up the mountain by night the lanterns are like ten thousand bushels of glow-worms-milling up and down like ants, seething like a cauldron, resounding like thunder. There is barely room for feet to climb. I came after the due time and missed seeing the main spectacle of prayer and ritual. But I asked a temple officer about it, and he said that before the year chi-ssu C E of Ch'ung-chen
[1629] the annual number of pilgrims would come to as many as 800,000, and never fewer than 600,000. Today the figure is less than 400,000. The metropolitan and Shantung regions, down to Honan and north of the Yangtze, have suffered depredation and banditry. Half the population are put to the sword, half have fled to the wilds: they scarcely have leisure to offer prayers at a famous mountain. Who knows what it will be like in a few years' time? This was alarming to listen to. I Thus Shen Ch'ing-feng a mid-seventeenth-century visitor to T'ai-shan f W. Like other literati of his time he found the sheer scale of humanity moving about the mountain impressive in itself, and the sight of numberless lanterns travelling the slopes at night became one of its unexpected man-made wonders.2 Even the stricken years after 1629 generated an annual clientele approaching half a million. In local terms the pilgrimage industry's economic dimension commanded respect too:
The Pilgrims' Tax (hsiang-shui at T'ai-shan represents donations by the public which are used by the provincial administration to meet fixed outgoings over and above normal tax revenues. So, since the proceeds go to the government, I wonder why people still come wearing paper gods and calling upon the holy name, caring nothing about distance, bowing every ten steps or every five? And not only the government draws benefit. During spring and summer these multitudes numbering hundreds of thousands swarm to and fro like ants: traders and innkeepers make a living from their food, drink and ritual goods. "By the 8th day of the fourth month each year there is a falling-off of visitors from all parts, so we divert the water and collect the objects thrown into the pool, make a register of them and deliver them to the temple ... This year we have got 200 chu ? of gold, several times that amount in silver, and hundreds of fine silk garments."6 A vernacular inscription of 1327 at the Temple of the Mount reserved such pro-
